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This was it. Three of the biggest European bands to grace the heavy metal scene. All of them travelling 
together. In a matter of moments the planes were going to meet up at an airport in Roma and kick off the 


tour. 


lron Maiden, Helloween, and Gamma Ray. This was a tour for the ages and with completely sold out shows in 


over 50 cities in over I0 countries, they were primed and ready. 


NUNN NNN NN NN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


"I cannot wait, Hen! Is going to be fantastic!" Kai said, bouncing heavily in his seat. 


"| am excited too Kai, but calm down. People are staring.” Herjo grumbled. 

Indeed they were, and the looks were none too friendly either. 

"I do not care Henjo! | cannot calm down! | am too happy! | cannot wait to see Andi and Bruce again!" 
Henjo just couldn't fight the fond smile that spread across his face. 


Behind them, Dirk and Dan sat and spoke quietly together, content to just look out the window or read a 
magazine, glad that they didn't have to deal with a bubbly Kai. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


On the second plane heading for Roma, Andi was in pretty much the same mood as Kai. "Is going to be great, 


Markus!" 

Markus gave his lover a smile. "| agree, Andi." 

"This has to be one of the biggest tours we've ever done." Dani said, also smiling at Andi from his vantage 
point across from the pair. He then turned to Brianna Jesson, his girlfriend of two years, and said "And this is 
our first tour together." 

Brianna gave him a wide smile and a quick kiss. "Yes, it is." 

Seated in front of Andi and Markus, Michael rolled his eyes, but even he couldn't deny the excitement of the 
upcoming tour. "Will be good to see our friends again. Isn't that right, Sascha?" he said, nudging his elbow into 
his side. 

Sascha gave him a smile, eyes distant. "Of course." he said, his voice as distant as his eyes. The last time they 


were on tour, they opened for Iron Maiden and he and the small singer got a little more personal. He couldn't 


wait to see Bruce again. 

"Yer awful quiet there Bruce." Steve stated quietly. 
"Just thinking Harry." Bruce replied. 

"You always managed to talk an‘ fink before." 


"There is a first for everything!" Nicko bellowed, eavesdropping on their conversation 


"Just waiting for the day that you're quiet Nick" Janick said. 
"Didn't hear you complaining about my talking last ni-" 
"Please spare us the details Nick!" Davey whined. 
"There are small children here!" Adrian added. 

"Right. Cover Bruce's ears ‘Arryl" Nicko said. 

"Bugger off Nick" Bruce stated flatly. 

"Someone has something on the brain!" Davey declared. 
"Or someone.” Janick suggested. 

"About 6'5." Steve chimed in 

Bruce flushed. 

"With blue eyes.." Adrian said 


"And long legs.." Janick added. 


"The rest isn't all that bad either." Nicko said, earning a smack on the arm from Janick. "| was just sayin! 


Jeez!" 


Bright red, Bruce sat quietly, forced to listen at the inappropriate jeers tossed in at his expense. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


The members of Gamma Ray were the first to land. With an ever cheerful Kai, they got off the plane and 


headed inside, planning on waiting for the others to arrive as well. All around them people were chatting in 


Italian and various other languages. Hunkering down in a spot in the waiting area, they began their wait. 


Five minutes later, Kai was fidgeting in his seat." | do not like to wait Henjo." 


"I am sorry to hear that Kai." Henjo responded, face buried in a magazine. 


‘lam not good at waiting." 


‘lam sorry to hear that Kai." 


"lam very bored right now." 
"We have only been here a couple of minutes Kai’ 

"But | have nothing to do Herjo!" 

"Lam sorry to hear that Kai" 

"But Henjo!" 

“What do you want me to do about it Kai?" 

"| do not know! Think of something!" 

"How about shutting up?" Dan suggested 

"What is the fun in that?!" 

"If he is unhappy then he will make sure everyone else is unhappy as well" Dirk stated 
Kai pouted. "Is not true!" 

"You definitely make sure | am unhappy along with you" 

"| make you unhappy Henjo?" 


Setting his magazine in his lap, Henjo looked into Kai's eyes, which were filled with uncertainty. "No Kail" he 
soothed, his hand grabbing one of Kai's. "On the contrary, you make me amazingly happy." 


He sighed with relief when the spark came back in Kai's eyes. "Really?" 

Henjo chucked. "Really." 

Kai squeaked. "Andi!" 

Indeed Andi and the rest of Helloween were making their way through the gate. Kai sprang up and dashed 
towards the band. Andi had just enough time to shove all his bags at Markus before Kai tackled him down in a 
crushing hug. On the ground and laughing, they spoke a million miles an hour, drawing the attention of those 
nearby, some had fond smiles on their faces while others looked annoyed. Finally, with the help of Sacha and 


Michael, the small pair got up, still giggling. 


"Has been a long time!" said Andi. 


"Too long!" Kai agreed. 


"There are other people here who have not seen you as well Kai.” said Henjo as he, Dan, and Dirk came up to 
join the group. 

"Of course! Weikil" He went over and squeezed Michael. Getting a chuckle and a one-armed hug in return. "Doni!" 
Dari received a bruising squeeze as well. "Brianna!" She was picked up and twirled around. "Sascha!" Sascha was 
pulled down and received a loud smooch on the cheek. "Markus!" Markus wasn't as fortunate. He had just put 
his and Andis bags down neatly, only to turn when he heard his name and tackled, knocking down all his hard 


work and receiving a sloppy kiss on the mouth as soon as he landed in the pile of bags. 


While the rest were laughing at the animated redhead, Sascha, thanking God for his height advantage, scanned 


the crowd near the gate. He was so intent on his search that he missed the conversation between the others. 
"He is really hell-bent on finding the guys from Maiden" Dirk stated. 

"We heard you guys opened for them on their last tour." Dan said 

"We did And let's say that he and Bruce got acquainted" Dani said. 

"Bruce? Acquainted?" asked Herjo. 

"REALLY acquainted" replied Michael 


"Oh. OH! Well | do not blame him. Was not for Kai, | would have definitely tried my hand in dating him." said 
Henjo. 


"Well is not really official but we will see where it goes." gushed Andi. 


‘Gossipers." Michael muttered. It seemed as if he was about to say something else but it didn't make it past 


Kai and Andis screaming. 
"BRUCE!" 


And much like what happened before, Bruce barely had time to pass off his bags before he was tackled onto 
the ground and into a massive laughing and talking ball. 


Shaking his head, Steve made his way towards the group of Germans, the rest of Iron Maiden behind him. 
Sighing at the loud mass on the floor, he said "Its going to be a long tour." 


The rest laughed, indeed it was. 


Day |: Roma, Italy (cont\'d) 


Author's Notes: 
Smut alert! Smut alert! Smut alert! Hehe. Read € Review! Your opinions affect my will to update. As always, 


enjoy! 


Once everyone was there, they made their way to the cars waiting to take them to the hotel reserved for 
them. There were cops all around them when they got out of the cars. At first they thought it unnecessary 
until crowds of fans started clustering around them the whole way into the hotel. They all checked in and 
headed to the top floor, which was reserved strictly for them. 


Hanging at the back of the chattering group, Bruce and Sascha slowed their steps so that they were a couple 
of steps behind the rest. 


"How have you been?" Sascha asked 

Bruce gave him a smile. "Pretty good actually. Been back in the studio and flying’ 
"| still do not understand how you can manage to juggle piloting with music. 
"Quite easily since | fly the band to our shows. How have you been faring?" 
Sascha flushed. "I have no complaints, although | have missed you a great deal 
Bruce tilted his head with a grin. “Really now?" 

"Really. 

"That's a good thing since | missed you too." 

"Urry up you lovebirds!" Nicko bellowed 


Chuckling along with the loud laughter of the group that had made it in the elevator, they ran to catch up just 
before the doors closed. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


The day had passed slowly but the concert was amazing. Making his way to his dressing room, Bruce smiled 
and acknowledged those who greeted him. Finally reaching his destination and entered the quiet room, locking the 
door behind him. They really wanted to make sure the guys were content as possible, it had been a long time 


since he had a whole dressing room to himself. Stripping down, he made his way to the shower, Towel in hand. 


"Well that's odd" Bruce said to himself as he got closer. He could hear the shower already on and running. 


"Who the hell could that be?" 


Turning the curve and entering the shower room, he gasped loudly. There, in all his naked and wet glory, was 


Sascha. Turning around at the sound, Sascha grinned at the smaller male. 
"Could you get my back?" he leered. 

Bruce couldn't speak. He just walked in to join the tall German. 

"Was a great show Henjo!" Kai gushed. 

"| agree Kai." Henjo responded. 

"The crowd was fantastic!" 

| agree Kai." 

"I hope every show is going to be like this!" 

"Kai?" 

"What?" Kai asked, turning towards the sound of Henjo's voice. 

Henjo was naked on the couch, stroking his hardening cock. "We should have some fun, wouldnt you say Kai?" 
Eagerly making his way over Kai smirked. "I agree Henjo!" 

"That was a great show Dani!" Brianna exclaimed. 

Dani chuckled. "Indeed it was." 


Brianna stalked towards him and when she reached him, she began stroking his chest. "And | think my rock 
star deserves a little tlc post-show." 


Backing her up against the wall, Dani place a hand on each side of her head. "Oh really?" 
"Mmhmm." She leaned up and crashed her lips against his. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Sascha pushed Bruce against the shower wall, their lips meeting in a smoldering kiss. Hands were everywhere, 
stroking hard planes of muscle and trailing over smooth, or in Bruce's case hairy, skin. Deciding that slow 
exploration was not the way to go this time, Sascha quickly hoisted Bruce up into his arms. One of his hands 
made its way behind Bruce and towards his arse. Finding the cleft, he moved his middle finger up and down 
between the crack, brushing against the fluttering pucker again and again before the finger stopped on it; 
rubbing it in circles, causing Bruce to squirm and pant. 


"Hurry up." he whined. 


Smirking, Sascha pressed the tip into the opening. With a couple of short thrusts, the middle finger was buried 
to the knuckle inside Bruce. A second and a third followed it soon after until Bruce had finally had enough. 


"Enough! Stop teasing and fuck me you big oaf!" 


"You are a pushy little thing." Sascha replied, removing his fingers and replacing them with the swollen head of 


his cock. 

‘lm not "little" you freakishly tall ar.. oh fuck!" 

Bruce's eyes rolled to the back of his head as the head of Sascha's cock breached his hole. Again, Sascha made 
a series of short thrusts until, finally, he was balls deep. Waiting for Bruce to adjust to his size, Sascha nipped 
and sucked at the cascading water running down his neck until Bruce squirmed. 


"Ready." he panted. 


Nodding, Sascha pulled out slowly and began fucking Bruce at a painfully slow pace. Bruce tried to speed him up 


but the German man just pressed closer to him, keeping him from moving on his own. 
"Please, Sascha!" Bruce urged. 

"Please what?" Sascha teased. 

"Fuck me!" 


"| already am." 


"Bloody hell! Sascha if you do- AAAH!" 


Sascha snapped his hips up again, smashing against his prostate, getting another cry from Bruce. He set a 
brutal pace, slamming his hips up with hard, deep thrusts. Bruce clung to him as if he was salvation Every 
stab to his prostate making him dizzy with pleasure. 


"Fuck..sascha.. oh godl" he panted. 


Pulling his head back, Sascha smashed their lips together in a kiss almost as primal as their rutting. Sascha 
groaned into his mouth with every thrust he made into his hot, tight hole. Parting slightly, he made room to 
reach his hand between them and take hold of Bruce's cock and stroking it to match the harsh pace of his 
thrusts. 


Bruce screamed as the pleasure clogged every pore of his being, clawing away the very sanity of his mind. The 
knot in his stomach clenched tightly, then exploded in a flurry of white light. Bruce keened as his cock lurched 
and coated both his and Sascha's stomachs, lesser spurts coating the head of his cock and Sascha's hand. 
Sascha's thrusts became jerky as the tight hole became tighter, he cried out and spilled his own cum into the 


clinging passage. 
"Put me down before you drop me" Bruce panted. 


Sascha grumbled and pulled out of the older male, letting him down Still catching his breath, Sascha jumped 
when he felt the cloth on his back, rubbing gently but thoroughly across the wide span of muscle. 


"What are you doing?" 
"You asked me to wash your back, remember?" 


Sascha chuckled 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNNNNNN NNN 


Kai groaned as he slowly moved up and down on Henjo's cock until he sat completely on his lap. Taking deep 
breaths, he began to move in earnest. He could feel every beat of Henjo's heart through the thick rod that he 


impaled himself on 


Henjo groaned beneath him, the tight passage clenching when Kai rose up. It was the benefit of having a long 
relationship, each knew how to please the other after the many times they had made love. Henjo grabbed onto 
Kai's hips and helped the redhead to ride him, raising his hips up to meet him halfway. 


Establishing a rhythm, Kai rode his lover with complete abandon, crying out every time the head of Henjo's 
cock brushed against the swollen ridge of his prostate. He took hold of his cock, only to have Henjo bat it out 


of the way, wanking it in time with their movements. Kai cried out, his cock throbbing before he came, coating 


his stomach and Henjo's hand as well. Holding Kai still, Henjo thrusted several times before stilling, Kai feeling 


each spurt filling him. Collapsing, they both waited until they caught their breaths. 
"| think it is time for a shower Henjo." 


"| agree Kai." 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Dani and Brianna had somehow shed their clothing and made their way to the floor, using the clothes as 


cushions. 


Brianna moaned as she felt Dani slide his three fingers in and out of he wet heat. She arched and thrust up to 
meet his fingers, her breaths coming in short pants. She felt sparks shatter through her body as she came. 


Taking advantage of the blissful moment, Dani wrapped her legs around his waist and thrust deeply into her, 
groaning at the feel of her quaking passage. He then began to set a quick pace. Brianna began moving her hips, 
meeting every thrust Dani made. 

"D-Dani. Dani!" she moaned, feeling her second orgasm of the night impending. 

"Fuck baby." Dani panted. 

Brianna clung onto Dani's shoulders as his thrusts became shallow and frantic. Dani buried his face into her 
neck until, with one last powerful thrust, her juices flowed heavily around him and he shot his seed deep inside 


her. 


Falling into a pile of limbs and sweat, the couple worked on calming down from life's most primal high. Brianna 


pushed at one of Dani's shoulders. 
"Get off of me, fat ass." 


Grumbling and slapping the side of her arse hard, making her squeak, he did just that. 


Day 2: Milan, Haly 


Author's Notes: 
It\'s been a while since | posted for this. Just wanted to get the background for it set up with The Longest 
Day and Silver Wings. Read € Review please. And as always, enjoy! 


The morning found all three bands together in the hotel lobby, waiting for their cars to arrive to take them to 
the airport. It was a late night for most and they were like walking zombies, all except the chattering quartet 
sitting in a corner, who looked as fresh as daisies. 

"How do they do it?" Dirk asked to no one in particular. 

"They have to be hopped up on something.” Janick responded. 

Just then Kai, Andi, and Bruce burst out laughing at something Brianna said, causing all heads to turn to them. 
"What do you think they are talking about?" Davey questioned. 

"Knowing them, probably one of their partners." Michael replied. 

Dani, Henjo, Markus, and Sascha all groaned in despair. 

"Come on you lot! Cars out front!" Nicko said in his booming voice. 

They all made their way to the waiting cars. The four giggling friends made their way to the first car; their 
respective partners in the second, Dan, Dirk, Adrian, and Davey in the third and Steve, Michael, Nicko, and 
Janick in the last car. The drive was relatively short, as well as the time it took to get through security, 
fortunately. 

When they got on board, everyone's eyebrows raised in surprise. It seemed as though the record companies 
thought of everything, now that they were all together, they traveled alone, not a civilian or crew member in 
sight. With that luxury, everyone sat with their partners within close proximity of each other, with the 


exception of Steve and Michael, who sat together for the company. The group was rather silent as they went 
through the process of taking off, but once in the air, quiet chatter between couples began 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


"What were you laughing at earlier?" Henjo asked. 

"We were making fun of Dani and his fat arse." Kai giggled. 

Henjo raised his brow. "Why, dare | ask?" 

"He was crushing Brianna on the floor last night" 

Deciding not to ask any more questions for fear of the answers, Henjo turned to look out the window. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Sascha brushed the hair from Bruce's face, the smaller male looking up at him in appreciation. He leaned up 


and gave the giant a kiss. 

"Thanks" Bruce said softly, giving the guitarist a sweet smile. 

"You're welcome." Sascha replied quietly. 

No more words needed to be exchanged. The look the couple gave each other said it all and Bruce put his head 


on the large man's shoulder and continued to look up at him, Sascha putting an arm around him, his gaze never 


leaving Bruce's. 

Andi bounced in his seat as he watched the pair. 

"Andi, stop bouncing." Markus sighed. 

"I cannot help it Markus! They look so happy!" Andi practically squealed. 


Markus looked up from the magazine he was reading, and couldn't help but smile at the couple. "They do Andi, 
they do. And is all because of you." 


Andi beamed. "I know! That is why | cannot stop bouncing!" 
Markus rolled his eyes and leaned over to give Andi a smoldering kiss, stilling the small singer immediately. 


Chuckling at the dazed look in his eyes as he pulled away, Markus went back to his magazine as Andi began to 
pout. 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


They weren't the only ones watching the pair. Steve sighed heavily at the looks they gave each other. 


"Staring at them does no good for you Harry." Michael stated drolly. 

"| know. It just...” 

"Brings back a lot of memories?" 

"Yes. | remember when he used to look at me like that." 

"| still did not see why you left him." 

| wanted kids Michael.” 

"You could have had kids Harry." 

"| don't fink they would let two men adopt kids, Michael. Plus | wanted me own, not someone else's." 
Michael sighed. "And for that you give up your heart? Your happiness?" 
| saw no other way." 

"Well?" 

"Well, wot?" 

"Do you have any?" 

"Yeah. Two girls." 

"Did you marry?" 

"Yes. Name's Lorraine." 

"You did not have to marry her." 

"It felt like the right fing to do." 

"You could have found a surrogate." 

"That seems kind of.. | don't know, | just don't like the fought of it" 


"That is basically what your ‘wife' is Harry." 


"| miss ‘im so much Michael." 

Michael sighed at the raw pain in his voice. "| know Harry. | know." 

Davey sighed at the sight of his miserable friend. 

"Makes you wish that you could turn time back" Adrian said. 

"Yeah. | miss the days where | used to tell them to take it to their room." 

"Do you think they will ever..?" 

"By the looks of Sascha and Bruce over there, | say no." 

The pair sighed and grasped each other's hands. Hoping that their friend could find happiness again soon 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


The plane landed in Milan a few hours later. The fans were a bit more bold than they were back in Roma. It 
was complete madness as the bands got their bags and security had to hold a good bit of them back as the 
guys made their way through the airport to get to the cars waiting to take them to the next hotel. 
Somehow, the quartet had made their way back together and commandeered the second car. The others had 
steered clear as soon as the four clustered into their little group. They were contemplating what to do while 
they were in town The show was to take place the following night which freed up their day. 

"We should go find a pizza place!" Kai exclaimed. 

"That is pretty much a given Kai." Andi rolled his eyes. 

"We should go shopping!" Brianna squealed. 

"Milan is one of the fashion capitals of the world." Bruce agreed. 

"What do we do afterwards?" Kai pondered. 

"We go find things to prank people with!" Andi grinned mischievously. 


"Oooo000!" The other three said in unison. 


"What do you have in mind, mate?" 


Smirking, Andi signaled for the others to lean in "Here is what we will do.." 


The rest of the drive to the hotel was spent planning their outing, their prank, and their means of escape once 


they were found out. 


Night 2/Day 3: Milan, Haly 


Author's Notes: 
Been a while since | posted on here. Here\'s another chapter! Prank time! Read € Review please! As always, 


enjoy! 


They had come back later in the day and convinced the others to head to the local pub to get drunk. Once 
they got everyone completely pissed, they made sure each one was in their proper hotel room and waited until 
they were passed out. As soon as everyone was out, they struck. Andi had assigned each one of them a 
target of interest; Bruce got Steve, Kai got Dirk, Brianna got Janick, and Andi got Michael. 


The group was making their way back to their respective rooms after the last victim's prank was in place. The 
other three were snickering and whispering to each other while Bruce followed behind, unusually silent. His part 


went according to plan but he didn't expect his reaction when he went into Steve's room. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN 


He quietly slid the key card into the lock and opened the door slowly to avoid any creaks. He eased the door 
shut until only a slot of the corridor was visible so he wouldn't have to make noise fumbling for the handle on 
his way out. As soon as his eyes adjusted to the darkness of the room he made his way to the double bed in 
the center of the suite. 


As he got closer, he felt his heart ache violently; Steve was lying on the bed with the blankets laying low on 
his hips. The curtains were partially open, allowing moonlight to shine down on the bed and on the body under 
the sheets. The light illuminated the long mass of auburn curls, the slightly-whiskered and pale face, and the 
still hard and in-shape body. He looked amazing and all the feelings that he thought were gone came slamming 
back to him. Slightly breathless, he hurried through his materials and got to work as fast as possible, 
desperate to leave before he did something stupid. 


Satisfied with his work, he collected all his things before rushing out as quietly as he could before leaning 


against the closed door. So many memories rushed through his mind when he closed his eyes. 


The whispered words. The soft caress and gentle kisses Staying up all night just talking and staring into each 
other's eyes. Making love until the sun came up or until they both lost their minds and forgot their name. 


He quickly got a hold of himself and started towards the rendezvous point that Andi had established for when 
they all finished with their individual victims. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Andi noticed that there was something up with Bruce ever since he got back from setting up his plants. 
Slipping back to pace next to the Englishman, he leaned towards him before speaking. 


"What is wrong Bruce? Did everything go well?" he asked. 

"Everything went fine." Bruce replied, forcing a smile. 

| have not seen you this shaken in a while Bruce. What happened?" 

"It was him, Andi." 

"Steve? Did he wake up? What did he do?" 

"Nothing. He was still asleep when | set everything up. It's just... seeing him lying there. It..t..” 
"Brought back memories?" Andi sighed. 


"| don't understand. | thought | was over him. But seeing him there reminded me of all the times when | was 


right there beside him." 

Andi wrapped his arms around his miserable friend. "Maybe time with Sascha will make it go away." 
"Maybe." 

‘Is going to be alright Bruce." 

| hope so Andi." 


With that the pair caught up with the other two and soon after, they reached their individual rooms and bid 
each other goodnight. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNNNA NNN NNN 


Nicko yawned as he slowly woke up from his drunken slumber. He groaned as the pain of a headache started to 
set in. Stumbling out of bed, he made his way over to where he and Jan's bags were and began his hunt for 
pain-relievers. Grumbling when his search came up empty, he stood up and turned, hoping to wake up Janick so 
he could help look but he stopped in his tracks. Jan was spread out over the bed and when he got a closer look 
he saw his face and hair and completely lost it. 


Startled out of his sleep, Janick sprung up, immediately yelping when his own headache caught up to him. His 


pain only worsened as Nicko's laughter got louder and louder. He peeled an eye open and glared at the drummer. 
"What the bloody hell is up with you?" he asked reproachfully. 
Nicko just pointed at him before falling onto the ground and howling some more. 


Rolling his eyes as best as he could, Jan stalked towards the bathroom and flicked the light on before glancing 

in the mirror. His jaw dropped at the reflection staring back at him. His hair was rolled up into big, chunky pink 
hair rollers and his face was covered in a green face mixture that was supposed to pass for a face mask. He 

looked like a deranged housewife and he wasn't happy about it. 


Growling, he stormed out of the bathroom and past a still laughing Nicko. He threw open the hotel room and 


made his way out. 


He had an idea of who did this to him. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNNNNNN NN NNN 


Dirk's eyes shot open as he fell from the bed and onto the floor, head first. Groaning at the throb of yet 
another hangover, he got up and staggered to the bathroom just in time to relieve his stomach of all the 
booze he had consumed the night before. He flushed to toilet as soon as he was finished and he then 


discovered something was odd. 


His hair was down last night and he was sure of it. But when he threw up, his hair wasn't in the way. Reaching 
up, he patted his hair and his eyes grew wide when he found it up. He shot up and looked into the mirror 
above the sink; what met his eyes shocked him speechless. 


"Dirk, move out of the way so | can.." Dan trailed off. He had gotten up to take a leak but the sight that met 
him had him on the floor chortling very loudly. 


Dirk still couldn't believe it. His hair was tied up into pigtails but that wasn't the worst part. The worst part 
was the too small cheerleading outfit he had been mysteriously stuffed into. A highlight green top was fitted 
across his chest and ended well-above his stomach with the words ‘spark me! written across it and the 


matching skirt stopped about mid-thigh and was hugging his legs like a second skin. 


Forgetting himself, he hopped over Dan and swung open the door before stomping his way out to find just who 
the funny guy was that did this to him. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


As soon as Steve woke up he knew something was amiss. His face felt weird and when he rolled over he 
caught a glimpse of pink and purple. Cautiously making his way to the bathroom mirror, he sighed before 
looking at his reflection. It was worse than he thought. 


His face was painted crudely with different, mismatching hues of make-up and his lips were coated thickly with 
red lipstick and shiny lip gloss. His hair had different highlighted clips stuck here and there. Just as he 
suspected there were shades of pink and purple, as well as yellow, green, and other colors. It looked like his hair 


was thrown up on by a box of crayons. He looked like a delirious transvestite. 


Furious, he made his way To the door yanked the it open and advanced down the hall to find just who this 


prankster was. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Michael stretched his long limbs before crawling out of bed. Hangovers didn't hit him as bad as they used to. 
Feeling grubby, he made his way towards the bathroom to take a shower. He turned on the water and stepped 
in after a few seconds to allow the water to heat up. He sighed as the warm water ran down his body and 


proceeded to sluice off any possible dirt and grime on his person. 


Deciding he was clean enough, he turned off the spray of water and climbed out of the shower. He made quick 
work of drying off before wrapping a towel around his waist and making his way to the sink to brush his 
teeth. He wet his toothbrush before squirting out some toothpaste and began to clean his teeth. As soon as 
he noticed his reflection in the mirror, the movements of his hand stopped and he dropped the toothbrush in 
shock. 


He screamed. He actually screamed. Staring back at him was technically the same man that always looked back 
at him. Today though, that man had platinum blonde hair. Snapping out of his daze, he dashed to his room door 


and tore it open before stalking his way down the corridor. 


He knew EXACTLY who did this. 


wvunu 


Day 3/Night 3/Day 4: Milan, Italy 
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They all burst through their hotel rooms and out into the hall at the same time. When they each caught a 
glimpse of each other they paused. And despite how angry they were, they broke out laughing. This brought 
out Dan and Nicko, and they broke into more peals of laughter. Soon enough, all the members from all three 


bands were out of their rooms. Once glance at the four men and they were all laughing too. 


Andi, Bruce, Kai, and Brianna traded looks of triumph through their own giggles. Soon they started to fade 
through the crowd and slowly make their escape, but they didn't get far. 


"Where are they?" Steve asked, suddenly remembering why he was out there. 
"Andi!" Weikath roared, "You did this! | just know it!" 
Andi was like a deer caught in headlights. "Ummm." 


"And since the other three are with him, and he couldn't have done this himself, I'm thinking that they had 


something to do with this as well.” Janick stated, his arms crossed. 


The other three wore the same look as Andi. They were caught. But hopefully they could get themselves out 
of trouble. 


"Was just trying to get a few laughs! Please do not hurt us!" Kai whimpered. 
"I know just the way you can make it up to us." Dan replied smugly. 
The four just gulped. 


VNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


Another show was behind them as they made their way back to the hotel. The four victims were now back to 


normal, and the pranksters were to wait on them hand and foot. Reluctantly, they agreed to be servants and 


attendees for the day to avoid dire retribution Michael had Andi, Dirk had Kai, Janick had Brianna, and Steve 
had Bruce. Throughout the day they did everything from cleaning to massaging to fetching food. It wasn't all 
that bad, they didn't get hurt although the demands did get ridiculous and downright embarassing from time 
to time. Especially when Kai had to clean Dan and Dirk's room with the same cheerleading outfit on that Dirk 
had found himself squeezed in that morning. 


Bruce was on his way to Steve's room to drop off the cold bottles of water he requested after the show. He 
knocked on the door and waited for Steve to let him in. 


"It's open!" Steve called. 


Rolling his eyes, Bruce balanced the water in his arms and opened the door. When he made his way in and 
closed the door, he found no one in sight, but he did hear the sound of water shutting off so he decided that 
he was just going to sit the bottles on the bed and leave. He strolled towards the bed but he didn't see the 
bag that suddenly appeared until he tripped over it. He saw the floor on his way down but all of a sudden, he 
stopped falling. He felt familiar arms wrap around him and pull him right side up. 


His heart now in his throat, he turned around in the arms that held him, only to find dark, brooding eyes that 
met his own. Tearing his gaze away, he noticed the state that Steve was in. His hair was still wet from the 
shower he took, multiple drops of water cascading down the long, auburn curls and onto the exposed chest and 
firm shoulders and even further down his solid form and into the white towel wrapped around his waist. Bruce 
felt an all too familiar stirring in his groin at the vision before him. 

"l-l." he stuttered breathlessly, "| brought the water that you wanted." 

"Fanks." Steve replied softly, unwrapping his arms from the singer and taking the bottles from him. 

He crossed the room and stored all but one of the bottles into the mini fridge next to the bed Standing back 
up, he opened the bottle and took a long sip of water. Bruce had to bite back the groan at sight of Steve's 
adam's apple bobbing up and down as his throat contracted from swallowing the water. He felt himself harden 
even further and decided to make a break for it before he embarrassed himself. 

"Well. I'm.. going to go..sooo.. I'll see you later." he stammered as he made his way to the door. 

He was almost out before a voice stopped him. 

"Hey, Bruce." 

Steve. 


"Ummm..yeah ?" 


"Maybe.maybe we could hang out sometime.. as mates y'know..l kinda miss being around you." 


Bruce turned and looked at Steve. He was wringing his hands together and fidgeting ever so slightly 
"That sounds great. Maybe in the next town or something” he replied, against his better judgement. 
That shy smile. "Yeah. Definitely" 

Smiling back, Bruce left the room and shut the door behind him. 

Steve sighed. Maybe, just maybe they could get back to the way things were. One hang out at a time. 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Bruce stumbled down the hall and towards a room near the end of the corridor. Biting his lip, he knocked 
almost frantically. The door a few minutes later to reveal a very damp Sascha, a towel wrapped around his 


waist as well and another in his hair, which he was now drying. 
Smirking, he unashamedly ran his eyes down the singer's body. "Did you need something, Bruce?" 


Feeling his mouth dry, not at the sight of the guitarist, but at the memory of a certain bassist, he nodded. 


"You." 


Grinning, Sascha let him inside the room before hoisting the smaller man in his arms and dropping him on the 
bed a few feet away. He climbed on top of him and planted a bruising kiss on his lips. Bruce moaned and 


wrapped his arms around the giant's neck, hoping to rid his mind of his former lover. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN 


Andi sought Bruce out as soon as the plane was in the air. The brunette had been acting rather strange since 
last night and he was determined to find out what was wrong. Walking down the aisle to where the Brit sat 
with Sascha, he tapped him on the shoulder and jerked his head in the direction of the back of the plane. 
Sighing, Bruce got up and followed Andi, both plopping down in seats that were far away from the chattering 


mass of people. 
Andi didn't beat around the bush. "Is something wrong with you. What is it?" 
"Not now Andi’ 

"Yes, now. You know I hate it when you are not happy, Bruce" 


"| prefer not to discuss this Andi." 


Andi place a hand on Bruce's. "Is Steve, is it not?" 


Bruce sighed. "Yes. 
"What happened?" 

"You know how we had to do things for them yesterday, right?" 
Andi nodded. 


"Well last night Steve asked me to bring him some water after the show. | didn't see him around when | came 


in so | was going to put the bottles on the bed. | guess | missed the bag on the floor and tripped over it." 
Andi giggled. 

"Shut up. It wasn't on purpose. Anyway, he caught me when | fell." 

"S000?" 

"He had just gotten out of the shower. And he was wearing nothing but a towel." 

Andi's brows shot up. 


"| turned around and we were just staring like that for quite a while before he went to put the bottles away. 
God Andi, he looked amazing." 


"What about Sascha?" 

Bruce sighed. "| went to his room afterwards. Needless to say, he was in the same state." 
"What did you do?" 

"What do you think we did Andi?" 

Andi giggled again. 


"But to be honest, | wasn't really thinking about him until | could feel the differences between him and Steve 
and it brought me back to reality." 


"You mean-" 
"| got ummm.. aroused when | was with Steve. And | guess | used Sascha as a scapegoat." 


Andi sighed. "ls not good Bruce." 


"He also asked if we could thang out sometime. And that he misses being mates with me." 


"What are you going to do?" Andi asked. 


‘lm confused, Andi. I'm falling in love with Sascha but | can't bury the feelings | have for Steve." 
Andi hugged him, he sounded so lost. "Is going to be okay, is going to be fine." 


This time, Bruce wasn't so sure of that. 


Night 18: Moscow, Russia 
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The next two weeks passed by quickly as the three bands rocked all around the Eastern Hemisphere. After the 
night that followed the prarks, Bruce and Steve spent more and more time together. Sometimes they had 
others tag along, but for the most part they spent time alone. Bruce still saw Sascha, the two staying up at 
all kinds of times just talking or making love. To his dismay, Bruce's feelings for Steve didn't go away and at 
times where it was too overwhelming, he immediately sought out Andi, but for the most part, they were just 


mates. 


Tonight, they had just finished a show in Moscow and Bruce was looking to spend some time with Sascha He 
hadn't seen him for most of the day and was craving for some alone time to speak or do other things with 


the giant guitarist. 


When everyone he asked didn't know where he was, he decided to do a little investigating. He was searching 
deeper and deeper into the backstage area, when he heard a very familiar sound. When he heard it again his 
face paled, it was a groan, followed by a very feminine moan. He quickly pace through a back hall, following the 
noises until it brought him to a room full of large crates. His footsteps got faster as the sounds got louder 
and more frequent. The sight that met his eyes when he got past a particularly large pile of crates made him 
sick to his stomach. 


The guitarist was leaned over someone on a crate and judging by the heels and strong smell of perfume, it 
was a woman His pants were down past his knees and by the sounds and motions of his hips, they were doing 
the unthinkable. 

"Sascha! Uhhhh, yes! Aah!" he heard a high pitched voice squeak. 

"Shite. Hannah." Sascha moaned. 

The sound of a wounded animal left his lips as he stumbled back on shaky legs. The noise brought the rutting 
couple to an immediate halt and the platinum blonde woman looked up and squealed. Sascha, on the other hand, 
was ashen. He pushed away from the groupie and hurriedly tried to pull his pants up as Bruce bolted from the 


area. 


He heard Sascha calling his name, telling him to please listen, but he kept running with tears streaking down his 


face. He couldn't believe it, he thought the German loved him. Obviously, everything they shared had been a 


big lie. Misery cloaking his very soul, he put as much distance between himself and the giant as possible. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NN NNN 


Steve whistled to himself. The show went spectacular tonight, in fact, everything was going amazing so far. He 
and Bruce were on great terms, he talked to the kids last night and his daughter's football team was going to 
the district finals, things in his life were going swimmingly well. His mind went back to Bruce, and his heart 
fluttered. He loved spending time with the singer, each moment made him fall in love with the smaller brunette 
all over again. There was a slight ache in his chest every time they split up to go back to their individual 
rooms, remembering just what he lost that fateful night when he decided to end their relationship. 

The sound of heavy footsteps was his only warning and he quickly opened his arms as the object of his 
thoughts crashed into him, nearly sending them both into a heap on the floor. He heard the sobs wrenching 
from the singer and it made him angry. 

"Wot's wrong Bruce?" he asked, rubbing his back soothingly. 

"Just get me out of here!" Bruce cried. 


"Okay, okay. Come on" 


He held onto the sobbing man and they went to both of their dressing rooms, collecting each of their bags 
before heading off in one of the cars waiting outside. 


"Mmmm, Markus." Andi moaned as he felt the full lips kiss and suck on his neck. 
He reached down to rub the ever-hardening bulge between the bassist's legs and smirked when he heard the 


larger man groan in his ear. Just as he was about to open his fly, there was a knock on the door, followed by 


a panicked voice. 

"Andi! Andi!" 

Andi hopped out of Markus's lap before bolting to the door. He opened it to an almost hysterical Sascha. 
"Andi, have you seen Bruce?" 

"Nein. What is going on?" Andi asked, worried. 


"Fuck." 


He ran off to continue his search for the smaller man. Andi rushed to his bag and hoisted it up. 

"Come on Markus! | have a feeling something is very wrong here." 

Forgetting about what they had been up to, Markus grabbed his bag before heading out behind Andi, his worry 
rising as well. On their way they bumped into Michael then Kai and Henjo, when the situation was explained, 
they hurried after their bags too before joining Andi and Markus in the second car waiting in line. 

"Since the first car is missing and | did not see Harry anywhere, | assume he is with him." Michael reasoned. 
"But what made him leave so quickly without Sascha?" Kai pondered. 

"Will see when we get to the hotel.” Henjo said 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN 


He managed to guide the distraught singer into his room; he vehemently refused to go to his own room, 
stating that he and Sascha shared a room. This made Steve's anger dissipate into confusion, why would he 
want to avoid the guitarist? Bruce dropped his bag and plopped down on the double bed, his hand buried in his 
hands as his shoulders shook with dry sobs. Steve sat down next to him and rubbed his back in small circles. 


"Wot's going on Bruce? Why don't you want to share wif Sascha?" Steve asked once Bruce had composed 
himself somewhat. 


"|-| need to call Andi f-first" Bruce said. 

"Phone's ofer there." Steve said pointing to the stand next to the bed. 

Bruce made his way over to the phone, picked it up, and started dialing. 

"You know the number?" Steve questioned. 

Bruce nodded as he waited for the blonde to pick up. "We trade numbers each hotel we check in at." 
"Hello?" Andi said breathless. 

"Andi?" 

"Brucel What is going on? Where are you?" Andi demanded. 

"I'm fine Andi. I'll tell you everything tomorrow." Bruce answered. 


"You do not sourd fine, Bruce! And where are you?" 


"Don't tell anyone else where | am, but lim with Steve. Im going to be fine. Please, dont worry” 
"Okay, be careful. Goodnight" Andi spoke softly. 

"| will and goodnight to you too, Andi’ 

Bruce hung up the phone and sat back down next to Steve, his head back in his hands 

"It was Sascha" 

"| figured that much, Bruce" Steve said quietly. 


"| was looking for him after the show. | wanted to.. spend time with him. But, no-one seemed to know where he 


was, so | went looking for him. Well, let's just say | found him." Bruce spoke bitterly. 
"What happened?" 

"He was screwing some tart in the storage area" 

Steve reared back. "Fuck, Bruce. I'm sorry." 

"I am too. What's wrong with me?" 

"Nofing's wrong wif you Bruce." 


"There has to bel You didn't want me and apparently Sascha was tired of me seeing as he was fucking some 


bird!" 

"| can't speak fer Sascha but | did want you." he took a deep breath, "In fact, | still do." 
"Then why did you leave me?" 

"We went through fis already, Bruce." 

"You went off and had your little family and | can't even keep a relationship going.” 

"| went off to haff kids, Bruce. Not to fall in love wif someone else." 

"You don't love your wife?" 


"No. | told you | wanted kids. The only fings | regret is one, marrying ‘er and two, leafing you." 


"You still love me?" Bruce asked, confused. 

"| always have. It tore me up eferytime | saw you wif Sascha" 

| could never fully get over you." Bruce stated quietly. 

‘I'd say it's a good fing since | nefer got efen close to getting ofer you." 


Bruce tilted his head to the side just as Steve's lips gently caught his own. 


Night 18: Moscow, Russia (cont\'d) 
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Bruce felt himself melt into the kiss. It had been so long since he kissed or had been kissed by Steve, but he 
remembered just how weak it made him. Feeling a tongue tracing his lips, he opened his mouth to allow the 
slippery organ inside to duel with his own. He moaned and leaned into Steve, wrapping unsteady arms around 


the bassist's neck as arms circled around his waist. 


The touch seemed to snap him out of his reverie and he stilled What was he doing? Could he stand yet 


another heartbreak? 

"Wot's wrong Bruce?" Steve asked worriedly. 

"l-I can't do this. Not again, no." Bruce whispered, untangling himself from Steve. 
"Wot do you mean?" 


Its going to hurt a bit but | can get over Sascha, there's no way | can try to get over you a second time. 
My heart can't take a second time." 


"| didn't do it because | didn't love youl" 
"But you still left me high and dry." 
"You haff no idea how long | sat up some nights yearning fer anoffer chance wif you." 


| don't think | should take that chance again. Later on down the road you might decide you want more children, 


and where does that leave me? Fucking alone and bloody miserable." 


"Giff me anoffer chance Bruce, that's the only way | can prove it to you. | made a mistake an' it cost me 


dearly; | won't make the same mistake twice." 


Bruce's mind screamed at him to say no, to leave now, but his heart was crying out for Steve, and it had 


been for years. He couldn't deny what his heart so desperately craved. 


Looking up, he said, "God Steve, please don't hurt me again. | want this bad but | can't stand another 


heartbreak from you, please don't hurt me a second time. | can't do it again’ 
Taking him into his arms, Steve replied, "I'll stop breafing before | hurt you again" 


Desperate to believe him, to believe in the love he saw in those dark eyes, he kissed him. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


When Sascha came back to the hotel, only to find their room empty, he felt his heart ache. Why? Why had he 
done something as stupid as that? What possessed him to have sex with that groupie? A woman for crying 
out loud! There was no bigger slap in the face, which was exactly how he felt when he found out Bruce and 
Steve were hanging around each other again. He had felt an all-consuming anger and jealousy take over him 
every time they shared a joke or a laugh. He trusted Bruce but he didn't trust Steve, so why did he take it 


out on the singer then? 


It only led him back to Steve. He didn't know for sure but his heart told him that he was taking solace in the 
arms of the bassist. Heart cloaked in misery, he didn't bother to shower, he just undressed and tried to sleep 


in the cold and lonely bed. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Andi sighed as he hung up the phone, he hoped Bruce was doing the right thing. He didn't know what happened, 
but if it drove him to Steve then it must have been horrific, and for Sascha to be scrambling to find him, it 
had to be his fault. He knew that Bruce's heart was still vulnerable to Steve, but the devastation of the fellow 
singer when their relationship ended was so great that he thought, that given the chance, Bruce would have 
taken his own life. Sighing, he decided to catch Michael and Kai before they started looking; he picked up the 


receiver and started to punch the numbers. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Bruce clung to Steve as their lips met once more, they had made their way to the center of the bed, their 
clothes shed and now strewn across the floor. He moaned as Steve nipped and sucked on the most sensitive 
parts of his neck He arched into the wet cavern that closed around his nipples, giving each individual bud its 
own deserved attention. He whimpered as a calloused hand closed around his throbbing member. The quick jerks 


causing him to cry out before Steve moved on 


He cried out when he felt a warm, wet heat engulf his cock. Steve taking the hard bar of flesh into his mouth 
slowly, inch by inch. He remembered exactly where to apply pressure, exact where to nibble, and exactly 
where to scrape his teeth, Bruce clutching the bed as the pleasure overtook him. He reached down to tug on 


Steve's hair, waiting for him to look up. 


"Love me?" he asked quietly. 


With a pop, Steve released his mouth's hold on Bruce's cock and climbed off the bed. He quickly made his way 
to his bag and retrieved the lube he kept before returning to the smaller male. He positioned himself on his 
side, his own throbbing bar of flesh dragging against the singer's hip as he coated his fingers with the slippery 
liquid. Setting the tube aside, he reached his hand between the parted thighs and traced the tight ring of 
muscle between Bruce's cheeks before pushing the tip of his finger in. He made slow, shallow thrusts until his 
finger was buried up to the knuckle. 


Bruce whimpered at the sudden intrusion; taking deep breaths, he waited for the burn to fade. Giving Steve a 
nod, he sighed as he felt the finger start to thrust inside of him. A second and third finger followed soon after 
and he was wriggling in anticipation Steve pulled out his fingers and reached for the lube again, drizzling some 


into his palm, he coated his cock liberally before tossing the tube off of the bed. 


He positioned himself at Bruce's entrance and briefly locked eyes with the singer, seeing a slight smile, he gave 
one in return before pushing forward and sinking into Bruce. Bruce's eyes closed tightly when the head 
breached his hole and he sighed when it finally popped in, the slightly smaller shaft following it. When he was 


balls deep he stopped and leaned over Bruce, waiting for the man below him to adjust to his size. 


Bruce wrapped his legs around Steve's waist and planted his hands firmly on his shoulders as Steve began to 
thrust slowly. He moaned at the feeling of Steve's cock slowly filling him, and whimpered when he felt him pull 
out. His back arched and he groaned loudly as Steve's cock brushed the hidden spot inside of him. Steve paused 
and locked eyes with him before smirking; he snapped his hips and slammed against Bruce's prostate, Bruce 


crying out at the sharp pleasure. 


Steve rode him hard; first with long, deep strokes, then he followed up with short, harsh jabs of his cock, the 
man underneath him writhing as bolt after bolt of pleasure shot up his spine. He clung to Steve with all he 
had; Sascha may have been bigger and was an excellent lover but Steve just had it. He knew exactly where to 
thrust, hitting Bruce's prostate dead on every time, he knew that rolling his hips and grinding into him drove 
Bruce crazy, and he knew that the whispered words of how tight he felt, how good it was to be inside him 
sent him to the very brink of sanity. 


It was amazing to be inside of Bruce again. Other male lovers didn't do it for him and Lorraine never came 
close to feeling as tight as the singer beneath him. He had missed this, the tight heat engulfing him as he 
pushed forward, and tightening even further as he pulled out. He had missed every heartbeat felt when 
Bruce's hole quivered around him. He had missed the pleas that passed by his ear in breathless tones. He had 


missed Bruce telling him that no-one could ever make him feel this good, this complete. 


Bruce's body suddenly stilled, his body locking up as a wail escaped his throat, his orgasm ripping through him; 
his cock twitching and spurting, untouched. Steve's cry rang out immediately afterwards, the tight hole 
clenching around his cock, milking him for everything he had to give. They collapsed in a shaky, breathless 


mass on the bed, still trying to come down from the unbelievable bliss of a well-earned orgasm. 


Steve started to pull out when he felt the iron band of thick muscle, Bruce closing his thighs to keep him in 
place. He nuzzled Bruce's neck before meeting his lips in a passionate kiss. When they split for air, Steve gave 
Bruce a shy smile. 

"Welcome home, | love you.” he whispered softly. 


Bruce gave a sweet smile in return, "I love you too, and it's good to be home." 


Clutching each other tightly, they let their minds shut down for the night and ride the waves of sleep's gentle 
tide. 


Day 19: Warsaw, Poland 
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Bruce woke up alone. He sat up and rubbed the rest of the sleep out of his eyes; he frowned as he looked 


around the room, this wasn't his and Sascha's... 

Wait a minute. 

The memories of the night before slammed into his mind and he felt as if he couldn't breathe. It was all there 
Sascha, the groupie, Steve.. He was hyperventilating by the time Steve came back into the room with a 
covered tray. He cursed when he saw Bruce on the edge of a serious breakdown, he quickly set the tray down 
and darted to the bed He wrapped his arms around the singer and rubbed his back, hoping to get him to calm 
down. 


"IFs okay Bruce. Calm down, take deep breafs." 


Bruce's breathing went back to normal after a few moments, and then he pried himself away from Steve and 


rushed off of the bed. Bewildered, Steve could only stare as Bruce collected his clothes off of the floor. 
"Bruce? Wot are you doing?" he asked. 

"What in the bloody hell was | thinking!" Bruce said to himself. 

Steve hopped up and made his way towards Bruce, putting his hands on the shorter man's shoulders, stilling 
him. He groaned as he saw the soft, chocolate eyes swarming confusion, anger, fear, and.. regret. He 
immediately tore himself away, it felt as if someone had punched him in the gut. 

"You regret wot we did last night, don't you?" he questioned, wounded. 

"Steve, it's not that, I-" 


"You do." Steve whispered brokenly. 


Finally coming back to himself, Bruce made his way to Steve as the bassist backed up. 


"| didn't know what got into me just then. Steve-" 

Steve shook his head violently as he crashed down onto the bed 

"| fought we ‘ad gotten past fis last right." 

Bruce was getting worried, he kneeled in front of Steve and took the calloused hands info his own 
"Steve-’ 

"Its not just yer heart that's on the line ‘ere, Bruce. Mine is too." 


"I know that now, Steve. Everything just came back to me so suddenly, | didn't mean to make you feel bad. l'm 
such a git" 


"You don't regret anyfing?" 
Not with you, no. With Sascha, that's another thing. If anything, | hunger for the time | can spend with you" 
Bruce's stomach chose that moment to let them know it was empty. 

"Well, that's hungering fer somefing else. | brought somefing to eat before we leave" Steve chuckled 

Bruce smiled, "What are we waiting for? Let's eat then" 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN 


The atmosphere was slightly tense as the group collected in the lobby of the hotel. Bruce spotted the familiar 


giant and strode purposely towards him. Sascha saw him coming and sighed. 
"We need to talk." Bruce stated firmly. 


Sascha nodded and followed the smaller man into a quiet corner away from the rest of the group, who were 


trying to look and not seem like they were spying. 
"What were you thinking?" Bruce spat. 
"| was not thinking." Sascha sighed. 


"Damn right you weren't! | thought we had something special! And you treated it as if | were just a long-term 
fuck!" 


"| never meant to make you feel that way, all | can do is ask for forgiveness." 


‘It's over, that goes without saying. But something tells me deep inside that you truly meant no harm, so | can 


forgive you. But it will take a while to be your friend” 


Sascha sighed, "Somehow | knew that. And time is all | can ask for. You are too good of a person not to be 


friends with." 
"You're taking this all pretty well." 


Sascha gave a sad smile, "Is not going to change anything if | mope around. It hurts like hell, but is what | 


deserve." 

"At least for a little while.” Bruce agreed. 

"Your with Steve now aren't you?" 

The singer blushed, "Yeah, it sort of happened. l'm not sorry for it, | missed him so much." 
| knew | was not going to take his place in your heart, all | could do was try to lessen pain" 
Bruce shocked him when he gave the giant a hug; tearing slightly, he returned the emrace. 

"| did have strong feelings for you, never doubt that." 

"| will not" 

The pair shared a sad smile before nodding to each other and heading back towards the group. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Kai and Andi bomb rushed him as soon as they got up into the air. Giving Steve a quick kiss, he followed the 


German duo down the aisle to a couple of empty seats where Brianna was waiting anxiously. 
"Ok, what happened?" she questioned as soon as they got settled. 


Taking a deep breath, Bruce told them what had happened. A variety of emotions crossed their faces as he 
told them the story: shock, anger, worry, and finally a fond happiness. 


"I cannot believe Sascha would do that" Kai said softly. 
| knew you two would be up to something.” Andi spoke. 


I'm glad that you and Steve are happy." Brianna declared. 


"I agree. You look like you are on cloud rine." Kai added. 

"How can you tell?" Bruce inquired. 

"The smile has not left your face since we left hotel.” Andi answered, smirking. 

"I know it may worry you lot, but | feel as if this is it. | believe Steve is serious this time." Bruce said. 
"The smile has not left his face either. | believe is serious as well.” Brianna acknowledged. 

The other two nodded in agreement. Bruce smile grew, he had such amazing and understanding friends. 
"What are you over there grinning like a fool about?" Nicko asked. 

"Nothin' much, Nick" Steve replied. 


"Ah, it does not seem that way. Especially after that little peck you just shared" Michael announced as he sat 


down in the seat Bruce vacated. 

"You're grinning more than Davey." Adrian claimed from his vantage point in front of Steve. 
"Something happened last night didn't it?" Janick spoke. 

"Go ahead, spill it" Dave insisted 


Rolling his eyes at the nosey bunch, Steve revealed the details of his night with Bruce, smiling fondly at the 


astonished looks on his friends’ faces. 

"| can't believe he did that" Nicko said, shaking his head. 

"Is not that bad It brought him and Bruce back together" Michael proclaimed. 
"Its great to see you not moping around anymore." Adrian vocalized 

"| didn't mope!" Steve refuted 

"You moped" Dave agreed. 


"But is important that you do not break his heart again, Harry." Michael admonished. 


The group sobered as they looked at Steve. 

"Trust me, Weiki, he's not the only one facing the possibility of heartbreak. I've learned me lesson" 
"What are you going to do about Lorraine?" Janick asked. 

"Divorce. There's no other way fer me. | love Bruce an' | refuse to hide it in me own home." 


"Now l'm going to be telling you to take it to your room again." Dave groaned, lightening the mood as the rest 
shared a laugh. 


"Just look away mate." Steve laughed, for the first time, with the exception of the birth of his two daughters, 
he was truly happy. 


Night 2I: Paris, France 


Author's Notes: 
Part One of a very special little chapter. Read ¢ Review please. And | REALLY hope you enjoy this one! 


Tonight was a special night for the couples, Valentine's Day. Each pair spent the day roaming around Paris to 
find gifts for their respective partners or, in the terrible foursome's case, respective partners plus best 
friends. Before turning in with their men, they decided to meet up in Andi's room, effectively kicking Markus 
out. The four sat in a square on the bed, each giddy with the prospect of what they were getting. 


Brianna was the first to pass her gifts around, Andi got some of Paris's finest chocolate for his sweet tooth, 
Kai got an arrangement of very exotic guitar picks, on which had a very naked male model on the front, and 


Bruce got very tight leather shorts with drawstrings as a means of keeping it up. 


Bruce was next; Brianna got a sheer camisole with matching stockings much to her delight, Andi got a beaded 


choker to go along with his collection, and Kai got black leather pants that left nothing to the imagination. 


Andi was third; Kai got a matching cowboy hat to got with the leather pants Bruce gave him, Bruce got 
leather pants with drawstrings going down both legs, and Brianna got a glorious glass rose. 


Kai was last, and the other three could definitely tell what kind of store he had been to; Bruce got all different 
kinds of scented lube, ranging from chocolate to lemon, Andi got leather cock ring, with strings to tighten it, 
and Brianna got a variety of silk scarves, there was no doubt what they could be used for, and wearing around 


the neck wasn't one of them. 


With a round of kisses and well-wishes and promises of details of their nights, Kai, Brianna, and Bruce left, with 
Bruce promising to send Markus back when he got to his room since he most likely went to go bug the fellow 
bassist. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


Dari and Brianna chose to spend a night out together; their first stop of the night was at a glorious 
restaurant called Thoumieux. Dani was dressed in an all black with his long, curly hair in a long tail. His choice 
of footwear were a nice, shined pair of leather shoes, followed by impeccable slacks, pressed and pristine with 
a matching jacket, then came a simple black, long sleeve button up, and he capped it all off with a simple gold 
chain that held half a heart with his name on it that Brianna had given him earlier that day. 


Brianna was dressed to stop traffic; she wore a one strap, black leather dress that stopped mid-thigh and 
black stiletto heels that laced up halfway up her calves. She carried a black, silk clutch purse with a thick, gold 
bracelet wrapped around her left wrist. She wore a gold necklace with the other half a heart with her name 
on it, a pair of gold earrings dangled just below her ear in a shower-like curtain. Her normally long, straight 
black hair was curled to perfection, it hung well over her shoulders with a gold clip to keep most of it back, 
only allowing few strands to hang in front of her face. Not one for too much makeup, she had on a simple 


black eyeshadow with matching eyeliner and her lips were lightly dusted with strawberry lip gloss. 


The couple ate at a secluded area with dimmed lights to enjoy each other in peace. They quietly conversed as 
the meal went on but for the most part they contented themselves with simple touches and meaningful 


glances. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Andi and Markus decided to stuff a picnic basket full of food and wine and take a boat trip down the Seine 
river. They rode in the back of a limousine to a drop off point near a dock about halfway up the river. The 
pair thanked the driver and got out, making their way to where an older man waited beside a large canoe. The 
canoe was quite large; the ends of it jutting up in the air to curve in a snail like ball several feet in the air. In 
the back was a cushioned loveseat with a small end table in front of it. At the front end was a cushioned 


bench with paddles to steer on either side. 


As they approached the man he smiled with understanding, Paris had its fair share of same sex couples and 
they were as bold as the heteosexual couples. 


"Grosskopf and Deris?" The man asked in a thick accent. 
They both nodded and he motioned them to follow him to the canoe. After making sure they were seated and 


comfortable, the man took his place on the bench and after untying the line that held the canoe, they were 
off. 


NUNN NNNN NNNNA NNN NNN NNN NNN NNNNA 


Kai was bouncing with excitement as they left the hotel, Henjo gave the gave cab driver an apologetic smile as 
the redhead constantly wriggled in the backseat of the car. The driver smiled back in sympathy as the car 
drove off into traffic. 

"Where are we going Henjo?" Kai asked. 

"You will find out when we get there Kai." 


"What are we going to do once we are there?" 


"You will find out when we get there." 


"You are no fun" Kai pouted. 

Henjo just laughed at the woebegone expression on his lover's face. After a while, the car stopped and the duo 
got out of the car. Henjo slipped a couple of bills to the driver and thanking him as he drove off. Kai was 
stunned to silence, they were standing in front of the entrance to the Parc du Champ de Mars. But what 
really amazed him was the horse and carriage that awaited them, the rider petting the horses as he waited 
for them to approach. 


"Henjo?" 


"I am not a very romantic person but you talked about visiting this place for months and you like horses, so 


here we are." 
"Monsieur Richter?" The rider spoke as the two made their way up to him. 
Henjo nodded and the man opened the door of the carriage and motioned them inside. Still astonished that he 


would go this far just to make him feel special, Kai climbed in first, followed by Henjo. The door closed behind 


them and after a few moments of silence, the horses whinnied and started forward and their stroll began. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNNNA 


Steve and Bruce chatted quietly in the backseat as the car escorting them rode steadily to their destination. 
They hadn't really left each other's side all that much after they got back together. Usually, they just spent 
time in their hotel room, but tonight Steve had insisted that they go out, that he had something planned for 
them so Bruce gave in and here they were. 

"Where are we going?" Bruce inquired. 

Steve smiled at the singer, "You'll see." 

"You didn't have to do this, l'm happy no matter where | am with you." 

"| feel the same, but | ‘ave a surprise fer you an’ the ‘otel was not the place to do it." 

The car suddenly stopped and Steve looked out the window. 

"We're ‘ere. 

He leaned up and whispered in the driver's ear, the man nodding before accepting the bills from him. The 
twosome climbed out of the car and it drove off as soon as they closed the doors. They were in front of a 


very, very Tall building. Confused, Bruce followed Steve through the entrance and deep into the building. Soon, 
they climbed into an elevator and Steve pressed the button for the roof. 


Perplexed, Bruce gave Steve a quizzical look that was met with a smile and squeeze of his hand. The elevator 


stopped at the top and Steve hit the brake before it opened, turning to Bruce, he bit his lip. 


"Being romantic isn’t really my fing, but you more than deserve fis. You mean the world to me an’ fis was just 


a small way of proving tha'" 
With that he lifted the brake and the door opened. Bruce's eyes grew wide at what was waiting for them. 


There, in the center of the huge roof, was a helicopter. 


Night 2I: Paris, France (cont\'d) 


Author's Notes: 
This has to be the longest chapter |\ve ever written for any story. Read € Review please! And as always, 


enjoy! 


After a wonderful dinner, Dani and Brianna were ushered into a waiting limousine at the front of the 


restaurant. Brianna snuggled up to Dani as the car began to carry them in a direction she didn't know, but she 


trusted Dani with her life. 

"Was an amazing meal." she said. 

"| agree, but is not my kind of place to be." Dani replied. 

| know, | am happy to be anywhere with you. Does not have to be fancy." 
"And is why | am glad to have you with me." 


The car stopped and the couple got out. Brianna's eyes widened and she tilted her head back to soak up all of 
the tall figure ahead of them, the Eiffel Tower. Dani grinned and took her hand, leading her to the entrance. 
Slipping a couple of notes to the ground operator and speaking to him for a few seconds, the man nodded at 
the pair and they went to the elevator, alone. 


"Are you trying to impress me, Dani Loeble?" 
| do not know, is it working?" 


Rolling her eyes, she gave him a kiss as the elevator started its ascend to the top. Brianna was speechless as 
they climbed higher and higher, the view of Paris from this height was breathtaking and they reached the top 
all too soon for her taste. The elevator stopped, but it didn't go down Puzzled, she looked to Dani and he looked 
back at her with a gaze so full of love that it took her chest tighten. Turning to face her, he took her hands 


in his own. 


Brianna, | can honestly say that | never really felt this way about anyone ever before. | feel like | can be 
myself around you and you bring out the best in me. You did not turn away in disgust because of who my 
friends chose to love, in fact, you have made very close bonds with them. A person like you comes only once 
in lifetime and | intend to keep you for myself" 


He reached into his pocket and pulled out a square box and Brianna thought she was gonna die right there. 
Getting down on one knee, he opened the box to reveal one of the most gorgeous rings she had ever seen. It 
was silver with and thicker in the back, which split in two on both sides with little diamonds traced along each 


half, to meet up at the center with a large, round diamond. 
"Will you marry me?" 
Letting out a small sob, she nodded wildly, "Yes! Yes! Yes!" 


Grinning like a fool, he took her hand and slid the ring on before rising to his feet and snatching her into his 
arms. Unbeknownst to them, a helicopter just happened to pass by. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN 


Andi and Markus had been floating down the river for almost two hours. The man was respectful enough to 
leave them as much privacy as possible, a smile at seeing true love grazing his face softly. During the ride, 


the couple had been feeding each other small fruits and cheeses, taking sips of wine in between. 
As they rounded a bend in the river, Andi's eyes grew wide. 
"Look Markus!" he pointed. 


It was the Eiffel Tower in all its glory; all of its lights were turned on, illuminating the city surrounding it as 
well as the river. Markus smiled fondly at the look of wonder in the beautiful blue eyes of his lover. He 
reached up and cupped Andis cheek, guiding his eyes back to him. 


"Is so much | want to say but cannot find the words to speak, but | am going to try. First off, | love you. You 
shine brighter than any sun or star, it enlightens my life with new things and experiences. Sometimes just 
want to thank Weiki again and again for bringing you into the band, giving me a chance to meet and get to know 
you. And | thought was a joke when you asked me to dinner that night. What would a fun and exciting person 


like you want with someone boring like me?" 
"You are never boring Markus!" 


"Shh. Let me finish. And | hope with all my heart that | bring to you, the happiness that you have brought to 


me. So." 


He turned and reached into the basket in front of them and pulled out a black, silk cloth. He unfolded it to 
reveal a ring; a silver band with a checkered streak of onyx wrapped around the center of the band. Andi's 


eyes began to water and his hands began to tremble as the enormity of it all hit him. 


"I know we cannot have something like Dani and Brianna can, but means no less to me. Andreas Deris, will you 


join with me?" 


Andi squealed and pounced on him, showering his face with kisses over and over again. Chuckling, he held Andi 


back long enough to slip the ring on his finger before giving him a proper kiss. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Henjo and Kai had been talking quietly, whispering words of love between kisses. The carriage came to a slow 
stop and Henjo smiled, ushering Kai out the door. Kai was absolutely ecstatic to see that the carriage had 
stopped on the other side of the park, in full view of the Eiffel Tower. 


"| never thought | would see it up close!" Kai beamed. 


Henjo grabbed his hand, effectively stilling Kai as he turned to face him. Kai looked at him, his eyes drawn in 
confusion. Taking a deep breath, Henjo spoke. 


"What can | say to you that | have not already said? You have turned this stick in the mud into one of the 
happiest men alive. You are like this little burst of energy that always wants to have fun and always wants to 
make friends. Yes, is times where | want to thump you in the back of the head, but if | ever see you stop 


being playful, will try anything | can to put the light back into your eyes." 


He let go of Kai's hand and opened the carriage door, reaching in to get something. It turned out to be a very 
miniature guitar case. Turning back to Kai, he opened it and Kai started bouncing up and down in excitement. 
The band inside was one of his favorite colors, silver. The band had six stripes, three on the top and three on 
the bottom with a long string of diamonds going about halfway through the middle. Henjo scratch the back of 
his head with a stupid smile on his face. 


"| guess what | really want to say is will you sort-of marry me?" 
"Yes! Yes, | will sort-of marry youl" Kai exclaimed. 
After the ring was put on his finger, he practically climbed up Henjo, wrapping his arms and legs around him 


and hugging him with all his might. Despite not being able to breath very well, Henjo hugged him back just as 
hard. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN www 


The ride so far had been bombastic. Being an aviation buff, Bruce was hooked from the start, but seeing Paris 
at night, with all of the lights and the glamour, from up above was unlike anything he had ever experienced. 
Steve just smiled, Bruce was so happy, so in his element, it was just like seeing him on stage. 


"Steve! Look! Look!" Bruce hollered. 


Looking at where Bruce pointed, he saw the Eiffel Tower, and if you squinted and looked close enough, you could 
see someone at the top. He grinned, he knew exactly who was up there. He reached and patted the back of the 
pilot's seat, the man took a quick look back and he nodded. After he switched on several different controls, the 


helicopter slowed down into an easy hover, levitating in the air. 


He reached over and ran a hand through Bruce's hair, catching his attention. Smiling shyly, Bruce turned to 


him, Steve answer with a sweet smile of his own. 


"As | told you, I'm not very good wif all fis, but I'm going to take a swing at it. | remember when | first caught 
yer show wif Samson. Seeing you in all tha’ white, belting out those lyrics, you looked like an angel to me. An’ | 
couldn't wait to ‘ave you in the band, not just fer yer talent, but just to ‘ave you. When you agreed to join 
Maiden, | fought it couldn't get any better. But when you said yes when | asked if you would like to ‘ang out 


sometime, | fought | would die from ‘appiness.” 
"I didn't think you would ever be interested in me that way. It was a huge relief when you came up to me." 
Steve chuckled lightly, "I fought | was going to throw up." 


Bruce giggled at the thought of the nervous bassist, stuttering as he tried to get the invitation to pour from 
his lips. 


"Anyway, it only got better after tha’. | never fought life could be so amazing when you are wif someone you 
love. An’ we got to go to all these places, see all these new fings; it was, still is actually, as if you brought out 


a new light to all those fings. When I-" he broke off. 


Taking a deep breath, he soldiered on, "When | started ‘aving the dreams, it scared me. It scared me because, 
of all the fings you would be willing to give to or fer me, you could never be able to do tha’, even though | 


know you would ‘ave in a ‘eartbeat if you could've." 

Bruce nodded solemnly. 

"Now that | do ‘ave tha’, an' by the grace of God, you decided to be wif me again, I'm more ‘appy than | ever 
fought | could be after tha’ night. Fis mornin’ | called up my lawyers an' l'm filing fer divorce from Lorraine ar 
joint custody of me daughters." 


"But. why?" 


Steve smiled and grabbed something in the seat that Bruce hadn't seen there. When he got a good look at it, 
he gasped; it was a box, and when Steve opened it he thought he would faint. It was a band, and just like the 
others, it was silver. It had three levels of diamonds on it, the top and bottom levels were slender with one 


row of diamonds while the middle level had two rows of the gleaming gem. 


"Because | would rafer be joined wif you instead." Steve whispered shyly, his face flushing. 


Stunned, Bruce dumbly held his left hand out, "Well, what are you waiting for then? Put it on" he said, dazed. 


With one of those sweet, shy smiles Steve did Bruce then unbuckled his seatbelt and dove into Steve's lap, 


their lips meeting in a searing kiss. 


For those who want to know what the rings looked like: 
Brianna's ring 


http://clearanceengagementrings.com/wp-content/uploads/ZO0I|/08/weddingbling-300x251,jpg 


Andi's ring 
http://|bp.blogspot.com/-slXofPOBFU4/T-Pd-Obxgel/ARAAAAAADS¢/tVfelp- 
IKHY/sl600/Titanium+Wedding+Rings+for+Menjpg 


Its actually titanium but for the sake of the story it's going to be silver. 


Kai's ring 


http://wwwohullionstreet.com/uploads/news/2012/1/132697 10l jpg 


Bruce's ring 
http://engagementringsfor-mencom/wp-content/uploads/2012/03/mens-diamond-wedding-band,jpg 


Day 22: Paris, France 


Author's Notes: 
| was reading over this today and decided | really wanted to pick this back up! I\'ll still be writing Prodigal Son, 
but | was excited to add more to this! Read € Review please! And as always, enjoy! 


The next morning, all four couples were floating on air. The previous night had arguably been the best night of 
each of their lives. And with the mood so high, tonight's show was going to prove to be electric. The terrible 
foursome parted from their fiancées to meet up at the cafe on the base floor of the hotel. After swapping 
their romantic tales and showing off their engagement rings, they immediately started on wedding details. 

| can't really have mine until Steve's divorce." Bruce lamented. 

"Do you think itll be finalized by the end of the tour?" Brianna asked. 

"We have a two month hiatus after the show in Brazil-" Kai started. 


Bruce shook his head. "| believe a divorce takes anywhere from four to six months to finalize. You know that 


his wife isn't gonna make it easy and there are going to be kids involved." 


"Can it just be in spirit? We can have ceremony at the end of the tour and you can file for civil partnership 
when the divorce is finalized" Andi replied. 


The other three looked at him in astonishment. "What?" he asked, blushing. 
"How did you know exactly what to do?" Brianna sat back in her chair. 
"I've been reading up on it for quite some time." Andi blushed. 

"Even before Markus proposed?" Kai's brows rose. 

Andi nodded, 

"So it's going to be a quadruple wedding?" Bruce was a bit taken back. 


"Why not?" Brianna looked at him. "Could you really see the four of us getting married at different times? 
We're too close for that." 


'| don't really see a problem with it, but is a lot of things we need to work out." Kai responded. 
"What are we going to wear?" Andi questioned excitedly. 

"First things first, we need to decide where we're going to have it" Bruce advised. 

"Ah, shouldn't there be four others present for this conversation?" 


They all turned their heads to find Michael shaking a slender finger in their direction, they hadn't even notice 


him come in and walk up to their table. 

"How long have you been there Weiki?" 

Michael raised a dark brow at Brianna. “Before or after all the girlish squeals and ring flashes?" 
"That's a bit creepy. Just standing there and not saying anything." Bruce grinned. 

"If wasn't so engrossed in your girlish squeals and ring flashing, would have noticed me here." 


"Pull up a chair Michael; we may need your help." Brianna and Andi scooted a part and the guitarist eased a 


chair in between them before sitting. 

"Now, where were we?" Andi was practically bouncing in his seat with the excitement of it all. 

Michael sighed. "Can | at least order my food before l'm subjected to torture?" 

The quartet let out loud hoots of laughter as Michael signaled for the waitress with a long, pale hand. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


When Bruce came back to their hotel room, Steve was jotting some things down on paper as he spoke with 


someone on the phone. 


"Yeah. Mmhm. She signed them? Fank God, the last fing | needed was to take legal action just to get ‘er to sign 
the bludi papers." 


Bruce bit his lip and sat on the bed, waiting for the call to finish. 


‘October I5th you say? Yeah, the tour is gonna be on ‘iatus around tha’ time so it's fine wif me. Alright, let 


me know when you ‘ave more info. You too, bye. ' 


He hung up and wrote down a couple more things before turning to Bruce and smiling as he got up from the 


table he was seated at. "Hey." 
Bruce fumbled with his hands as the bassist approached him. "H-hey.’ 


Steve crouched down in front of him and the two shared a few pecks before Steve spoke again. "Ad enuff 


time to brag an' decided to come back to me?" he grinned. 

"Not much in the way of bragging, but more in the way of swapping stories and making plans." 

Thick brows lifted. "Plans?" 

Bruce flushed. "We were thinking of a wedding with all eight of us.” 

Steve's brows shot up once more. "More like a wedding an’ three unions. But all four in one day?" 
Kind of at the same time. Well not exactly at the same time, but we'll all be there. Is it a bad idea?" 


"It doesn't really matter to me. It doesn't bother you tha' it won't be official fer us until after the divorce 


from Lorraine?" 


Bruce shook his head. "Not at all. As long as it's going to happen it doesn't matter what time we do it. | just 
thought it would be great for it to be at the same time as my best friends." 


Steve nodded and stood up. "Well, it looks like we need to meet up wif the rest and decide ‘ow fings are goin’ to 
go. But first we need to enlighten the ofers on actually bein’ engaged" 


Bruce got up as well and followed Steve to the door. "Michael already knows." he snickered. 


"Hmm. | wonder how." Steve said flatly. "E always seems to know everyfing before we efen get the chance to 
tell ‘im." 


Bruce couldn't help but agree, a smile plastered on his face as he and Steve left the room. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


"Doesn't it sound like a good idea?" Andi gushed. 
Markus, as always, was in a love-sick daze as he tracked the pacing blonde with his eyes. 
"Markus? Markus!" Andi stopped and placed his hands on his hips in agitation. 


Markus shook out of his stupor. "What? Oh! Would be a good idea! A very good ideal” 


"What would be a very good idea, Markus?" Andi began to tap his foot on the carpet. 
"Umm..the wedding?" he answered hesitantly. 

"What about the wedding, Markus?" 

Markus flushed. "l-I don't know.. 

"Was not paying attention to a word | said!" Andi pouted. 

"Was because | was looking at you!" 

"That makes no sense!" 

"Is because my Andi is beautifull | am sorry was not paying attention" 


"Hmm. You got yourself off the hook this time, Grosskopf!" Andi plopped into his lap. "And you've earned 


yourself a kiss as well." 

Markus happily claimed his reward. 

‘ls a bit unusual, Brianna” Dani pondered. 

"| know, but won't it be great?" 

‘It won't hurt, | guess. Did they ask Harry, Markus, and Henjo?" 

"| don't know. But why would they say no?" 

Dani shrugged. "They may want the moment for themselves. A ceremony is very intimate thing." 
"So, you really don't want to do it?" Brianna's face fell slightly before she quickly masked the disappointment. 
| do not mind. Is whatever you want. | just want you." 

Brianna smiled and wrapped her arms around his neck. "You are so sweet, Dani Loeble." 

"For you, is not all that hard to be." 


Brianna giggled and pulled him down for a kiss. "Now we have to let everyone know we are getting married. 


Although Weiki already knows." 


Dari rolled his eyes. "What doesn't Weiki know?" 

Henjo looked a bit skeptical. "A quadruple wedding is stretching it a bit, no?" 

Kai stuck his bottom lip out. "Will be perfect Henjo! All of us together? Wouldn't it be amazing?" 
"Unusual? Yes. Amazing? Eh." 

Kai sighed. "If you do not want to Henjo, we do not have to. A normal ceremony is just fine.” 


Henjo cringed despite himself. He hated to see Kai look so down. "It is not- Is not as if | do not want to, Kai. But 
have you thought about how Dani, Markus, and Harry will feel about it?" 


"Well.no" Kai frowned 

"| do not want you to be disappointed if one of them objects’ 

"am sure they won't mind, Henjo! Do you want to do it that way?" 

"We are still being joined so it does not matter how it happens." Henjo shrugged 


Kai squeaked with excitement and pounced on Henjo, covering his face with sloppy, wet kisses. Hopping up, he 


ran over to the phone. 
"What are you doing, Kai?" Henjo inquired as he wiped traces of saliva off of his face. 
"l am calling Tobi! He will be so excited!" 


Henjo groaned and fell backwards on the bed. The last thing the already hyped-up group needed was the 
addition of a very animated Tobias Sammet. 


Day 22: Hamburg, Germany 


Author's Notes: 
It\'s been a long time since the last post for this one too. Enjoy! 


There was a stir of excitement as they landed in Hamburg. This was the home ground of Gamma Ray and 
Heloween and both bands were more eager than usual to play tonight. Baggage claim had been the same as it 
usually was, but the journey through this airport wasn't going to be like the rest; this was evident when Kai 


caught sight of someone, his expression frozen in surprise before a massive smile took its place. 


Henjo groaned when he saw who Kai was looking at and sent a silent prayer up above for the infinite amount of 


patience he was going to need for the day. 

"Tobi!" Kai called waving over to him. 

Dressed as flashy as per usual - scarf, glasses, and other accessories in place - Tobi grinned at them before 
dragging a reluctant Jens over to where they were. If it had been loud and outrageous before, it was complete 
pandemonium now as the quartet met him halfway, Jens getting caught up in the mass of bodies that flailed 
around him to get hugs in. 

Weikath cringed. "Why?" he asked the heavens above. "Just.why?" 


NUNN NNNN NNN 


"How did you know we were going to be here?" Bruce settled back into the leather upholstery of the car that 
was taking them to the hotel. 


"Like everyone else - which l'm not all that happy about, one of you could have told me - through the hype 
and the choice of airport was a given! And | haven't seen any of you in ages so | thought I'd come to see you!" 
Tobi gushed. 

"Maybe you should think about traveling with usl" Brianna suggested. 


Tobi gave her an apologetic smile. "Sorry milady, but we took time out of recording today to come see you 


guys. After tonight it's back over to the studio." 


"Well, maybe we can add Edguy to the next leg of the tour, more band rotation" Andi offered. 


"We'll see how far things have progressed when the time comes. So what's new? What did | miss? | know you 


have some stories to tell" Tobi bounced in his seat. 

‘ls a great time to tell him!" Kai grinned. "We are getting married!" 

Tobi was caught between being shocked and ecstatic. 

"Well, it's more like one of us is getting married and the other three joined." 
Kai rolled his eyes at Bruce. "Mr. Specific." 


Tobi recovered quickly. "Wow! I'm so happy for you! Do you have the rings? How did it go down? When was 


this? How come | didn't know sooner?" 


Each of the four showed them their rings and shared their respective stories, but none failed to see the sad, 


yet wistful look that Tobi masked behind the delighted smile and the supportive words. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN 


Tobi had immediately ditched him to ride with the four demons that nearly broke him in half in the middle of 
the airport terminal, and he was wise enough not to join them in the first car, the noise volume only increasing 
as they climbed in Soon, he had be swept away in the next car containing the significant others of the rapidly 
talking and giggling ensemble. 

He was a bit nervous and to be honest overwhelmed to be around these guys. Sure he's met most of them 
and even played with them, but they were still a part of the bands he idolized as a kid and here he was, this 
oddball in the midst of the conversation they were having. 


"Did they spring the idea of a group ceremony on you lot or was it just one of Bruce's crazy notions?" Steve 


was saying. 
Henjo snorted "And here | was thinking that was Kai's idea” 

Dari chuckled. "Brianna mentioned it to me too." 

"So did Andi. | don't have much of a problem with it" Markus shrugged. 

Steve shook his head. "I'm not saying that | do, but its bound to get out of hand mate." 
"At least will be a ceremony to remember.” Markus grinned. 


‘tm not all that sure that is a good thing.” Henjo muttered. 


"You seem to be against it. You do not want to do it?" Dani asked. 


"As long as l'm joining with Kai, it does not matter how it is done. As long as he is happy, | am happy, well, in 


the long run anyway. If we get through that day without injury that is." 


Laughter filled the closed space, and Jens held a fond smile on his face as he watched the four men, though 
he was a tad bit confused. "Joining? Is that like marriage?" 


He fought the urge to gulp when all eyes turned on him, but he was relieved to find that the gazes were 


nowhere near unfriendly. 


Steve was the one to answer. "Pretty much, | don't know where we got the term ‘joining’ from but it's called a 


civil union. The UK and Germany allows them, so we won't run into any problems as far as the law goes." 
"So you are all getting married - and, uh, sort-of married - then?" 
A chorus of nods. 


"Hmm." Jens turned his eyes to the window, deep in thought now. He and Tobi had been together for quite 


some time now, since their [heater of Salvation days to be exact. How would Tobi react if he were to ask..? 


He was so engrossed in his contemplation he didn't notice the grins of the older men in the vehicle, not until 


Henjo nudged him with an elbow, and he snapped out of his musings. 


"Thinking of asking Tobias?" He wriggled his eyebrows at him and the rest dissolved into laughter again as 
Jens's face turned red. 


Once it died down though, Steve eyed the younger man. "In all seriousness though, if you feel strongly enough, 
you should go for it” 


Jens fidgeted in his seat. *I-I-| not sure how he'll react. What if he says no?" 
Markus frowned. "Do you honestly think he will say no?" 

Suddenly he found his jeans very interesting. "I dunno. 

"Bullshit" Henjo shook his head. "He will say yes. | am sure of it" 

Jens whipped his eyes back to Henjo. "Really?" 


"Without a shadow of doubt. You have been together even longer than | have known you, is this correct?" At 
Jens's nod he continued on. "So after all this time and everything you may have gone through, you think he will 


say no?" 
Jens pondered this for a spell and a small smile broke across his face. "Only one way to find out, huh?" 


He flushed once more at the encouraging responses and claps to both of his shoulders from the others. 


